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regretted that absence from London, where she remained, would
mean no letters for a day or so. He hoped on his return to
find her more recovered from the grief and strain of Wyndham
Lewis' death. He ended a letter with the words "God bless
you, dear friend" and signed it simply: "D,"

To Mary Anne, weary from reaction, the letter abounded in
those unmistakable signs which tell a woman so much. He did
not wish to leave her; Maidstone meant to him chiefly a place
where they had been happy together; he would have liked,to
write more often than circumstances permitted, and he longed
for her to be well and happy.

She could not avoid the conclusion that on analysis it showed
all the attributes of a love letter. That of course suggested
a great many possibilities, but at the moment they could not
materialise on account of her so recent widowhood. Meanwhile
gloom hung over the house in Grosvenor Gate. One might
neither entertain nor be entertained to any extent, and exterior
mourning did not accord very well with her temperament.
With Wyndham gone the mainspring of life seemed to have run
down, for much of the household's routine had centred on his
affairs.

Those tiny signs which indicate that friendship has merged
into affection continued to increase. She became more and
more his confidante in matters which touched him closely.
There was, for instance, the increasing frailness of Isaac about
which Disraeli worried so much. In all seriousness he wondered
if he could possibly survive his father's death supposing it were
to occur. He sent her little scraps of local news from Bradenham,
quite sure that they would interest her; snow was falling in the
middle of April; Jem had cut a new path through the woods.

Looking at the spectacle of life, a sad, small figure in her
widow's weeds, she could see her almost-lover on his return to
London basking once more in an instalment of the fame which,
according to her prophecy, so surely awaited him. He made
another brilliant speech on the Copyright Bill which won him
distinction without saving that excellent measure from an un-
timely grave. After that personal affairs took her away from
London; there was the business of Wyndham's will to be
settled.

He had left her a life-interest in his estate and made her
joint executor of his will with his brother, the Reverend William
Price Lewis, and this was a further tribute to Mary Anne's ex-
cellent common sense from one of the two men who knew her best.